22 relatives staying at the house often. With so many
brothers and sisters, with a large park to play in, fields
and forest to enjoy, with a pony and a boat on the
pond, with affectionate parents who gave them if not
luxury, at least more than comfort, Jozef's childhood
would have been a happy country idyl—but for one
thing, the thing that made his father's face sad and
worried, made his mother's eyes fill with tears. 1863
was all too fresh in their minds.
Madame Pilsudska was strict with the children. She
disapproved of their complaining about each other, she
preached harmony among brothers and sisters, she in-
stilled in them a high sense of duty. They were not to
treat people as inferiors, whoever they might be. The
servants were told not to give the children what they
asked for, unless the asking was polite.
Bronislas, the oldest son, was a serious boy. inter-
ested only in his studies. Zofja, whom they called Zula,
and little Ziuk, their nickname for Jozef, were the most
lively of the children and were great pals. The mother
saw in Ziuk, when still a child, unusual energy and the
instinct of leadership. She loved him more than the
others and devoted herself particularly to him, exerting
all her influence, moulding his character. She taught
him to read and write. She taught him love of country,
a knight's honor and duty.
She made the manor house at Zulow a treasury that
kept alive traditions of the struggle for independence.
She would never admit a permanent defeat, would not
let her family resign itself passively to the Eussian
yoke, but taught her children to hate czardom and to
remember the tragic hours Poland had lived through.
She fortified the soul of this favorite son, to make of
him the future defender and soldier of Poland.
Long afterward, during years of stress and strain
in Warsaw, he said, "When I am at a loss to know
what to do, when the world is against me, when people

